And yet it vexed my burdened breast,-And scared, I knew not why.
I saw once more, and awe-struck gazed On face, and form, and air;
God's living* glory round ihee blazed— A Saint—a Saint was there 1
Off Xante: January 8, 1833.
Bani.shed the House of sacred rest, Amid a thoughtless throng
At length J heard its creed confessed, And knelt the Saints among'.
Artless his strain and unadorned, Who spoke CHRIST'S message there ;
.But what at. home I might; have* scorned, Now charmed my famished ear.
Lord, grant me this abiding grace, Thy Word and Sons to know ;
To pierce the veil on Moses' face, Although his speech be slow 1
At wtt-: Jntiiiury 0, 1833.
> If e'er I fall beneath Thy rod,
As through life's snares 1 go,
Save me from David's lot, t) (Sod I
And choose Thyself thu woe.
3 low should I face Thy plagues ? which scare
And haunt, mid stun, until The heart, or nnks in mute despair
Or names a random ill.
If else- then guide in David's path,
Who chose the holier pain ; Satan and man an*, tools of wrath—
An angel's scourge is gain,
Off Malta: January 10, 1833.
1 * David Numbering tho People/
VOL. I.s. So many are grown that the duty this last year on the exports was 95,000£. Sir J. Franklin has been off Patras in his sloop for eighteen months, and neither he nor his crew have touched land once. What an imprisonment! King Otho was expected at Corfu to-day.
